Tbe mojl lamentable Trdgedic 

That to her brother which I faid to thee. 

His Napkin with her truetcares all bewet. 

Can do no feruice on her forrowfull checker* 

Oh what a Empathy of woe is this ! 

As farre from helpe as Limbo isfrom bliffe. 

Enter Aron the Moore alone . 

Moore . Titut Andronicus , my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou loue thy fonnes, 

Let Marcus, Lucius px thy felfe old Titus f 
Or any one ofyou, chop off your hand. 

And fend it to theKing,hcfor the fame, 

Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliuc, 

And that fhallbcthe raunfomefot their fault* 

Titus . Oh grecious Emperour, oh gentle Aron 9 
Hid eucr Ranen ling fo like a Larke, 

That giues fwcet tydings of the Sunnes vprife ? 

Withall my hart,IIcfend the Empcrourmy hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chopitoff ? 

Lucias. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine, 

That hath throwne downe fo many enemies. 

Shall not befent : my hand will feruethe turne, 

My youth can better fpare my blood then you. 

And therefore mine fhall faue my brothers liues. 
cJMurc. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 

Weighting deftruftion on the enemies Caflle i 
Oh none of both but are of high defert : 

My hand hath bene but idle, let it feruc 
To raunfomc my two nephewes from their death, 

Then haue I keptittoa worthy end* 

Moore. Nay come agree whofe hand fhall goc along, 
iror fcarc they die beforecheir pardon come* 

Marcus. My hand £hall goi, 

Z/tciut, By hcauenit fhall not goc. 

it us 
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of Tim An ironiem. 

fitui. Sirsflriueno more,fuch withredhearbs asthefc 
Arc mccte for plucking vp, and therefore mine* 

Luciu. Sweet Father,ifl fhallbe thought thy fonne, 

Let me redeemc my brothers both from death. ^ 

Marcus* And for our fathers fake, and mothers care, 

Now let me fhow a brothers loue to thee. 

Titus. Agree betweene you, I will fpare my hand* 

Lucius , Then lie goe fetch an Axe. 
t Marc. But I will vfe the Axe. Exeunt* 

T it us. Come hither Aron, lie dccciue them both. 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giuc thee mine. 

Moore. If that be cald deceit, I will be honeft, 

Andneucr whilftlliuedcceiucraenfo: 

But He deceiue you in another fort. 

And that youlc fay ere halfc an houre paue* 

Hee cuts off Titus hand* 

Enter Lucius and Marcus againe* 

Titus . Now flay your ftrife, what fhall be is difpatcht 5 
Good Aron giue his Maieftie my hand. 

Tell him it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers; bid him bury it; 

More hath it merrited : That let it hauc. 

Asformy fonnes, fay I account of them, 

A s iewels purchaft at an cafie price, 

And yet deere too, becaufe I bought min e owne* 

Aron. I goc Andr onsets t , and for thy hand, 

Lookeby and bytobaue thy fonnes with thee# 

Their hcadsl mcanc : Oh how this villanv. 

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it* 

Letfooles doe good, and faire men call for grace, 

Aron will haue his foule blacke like his face* ‘ Exit * 

F Titus 
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